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had come to the ears of any constituent that I was a playwright, that I
had written Mrs. Warrens Profession 11 attended the meetings so regularly
and seemed so absorbed in drains that I couldn't possibly be interested in
other things."
"I am surprised that you didn't stand for Parliament."
"I was too busy getting other people in, to worry about myself. I
, have made it so perfectly clear in my tracts, articles and books what was
to be done that all Parliament has had to do was to read my works and
do the opposite. I have never been a man for clubs and I have always
disliked talk for talk's sake, as I have condemned art for art's sake and
food for food's sake. There was a certain councillor, a progressive like
myself, who kept a tailor shop of the old-fashioned kind, he made up
goods on the premises and sold them to the public direct. By the premises
I mean a poky little shop with a workroom in the cellar underneath. He
and his daughters worked by gaslight in this dark, damp room and it
never occurred to the man that it was murderous for those girls and
suicide for him. I tried to bring him to his senses but he couldn't see that
there was anything wrong in working yourself to death for a living as
long as he was independent, and above all speak his own mind. I used to
call him the worst sweater in London and a scoundrel, though politically
we agreed. However, he did instal electric light instead of gaslight and
cut down the working hours to eleven p.m. instead of midnight, though
I shouldn't be surprised they got up a couple of hours earlier to make up
the time. I couldn't make the man see that his daughter needed a holiday
and so did he for the matter of that. Our movement was made up
substantially of that kind of person."
As he spoke I thought of this family so typical in the slums, as Beatrice
Webb had herself discovered by actually working in a sweater's den,
eking out a bare subsistence, being ultimately crushed by a more ruthless
competitor. What did that little hard-pressed tailor think of the bearded
* terror/ as he was known, who lectured him and swore at him and sug-
gested holidays of all things ?
"I had just returned from Rome where 1 had seen the Sistine Chapel
and it horrified me to see the poor girl, his daughter from a charming
young girl, going fast into consumption!; She had lost every vestige of
colour while I was away and there was no doubt she could not live long.
But the father would not see it.'*
G.B.S. did not tell me what I had heard from another source that he
was prepared to cover the cost of a generous holiday anonymously.